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LONELY vraiLE IT WAITS 


Ruth M, Colman 


The hill-home still stands, 

Its hunched hack to the north wind, 
Its face to the sun. 

It looks wistfully. 

Expecting someone to come 
Laughing up the trail , 

But only the wind , 

Slithering through the grasses 
Breaks the silence. 


SOLDIERS OF DEMOCRACY 


. That, ancient light of freedom, long under eclipse, 
now shines again across the land; that anciept 
universal brotherhood that seemingly was lost, 
again to the world, slowly re-emerging from 
pallid ghost arising from the dead. Little by littl , 

darkness lightens, and from the [s at 

the shadows begin to fall away. An end of evil is at 

last in view; and they who have Slav y 

have suffered oppression are resolved to have noth S ® 
er of tyrants and, in some cases, to have none of prl 
and kings. 

Didn’t someone say not so long ago that Democracy 
is dead and that her soldiers cannot And n ee^ t 

voice still echoes out of cloudier days. Yet 
the Soldiers of Democracy are upon the ^’^'^Q5;Qan-ouW 

is all atremble under the tread of ^igwn and 

virile confident, . in the end invincible, 

equal inder God, in serried ranks ^jj^® aff^reLo? noi 

but relentlessly, and stands 

any self-degraded apostle of brutality tnai; xoi g 

against them or ever can. 


Thirty centuries 
diers of Democracy, and 
often beset and retarded, 
they sweep on to victory 
as time goes, in a little 
revocably upon their side 
hind and, in them, is the 


of endeavor lie behind these Sol- 
from each step forward, 't'^PPSh so 
there is no retreat. Inevitably, 

_ oh, not today nor tomorrow, but 

Every element of success is ir- 
They are the final hope of man- 
true destiny of the world, 

Lj • 13 • W • 


JANUARY 1945 


3 


horace 


the guild mouse 


my what a letdown after the hollyday festivitees, 
the old ■br4,ok oven has bln as quiet as i8m supposed to be 
ever since but boy it wuz fun whilst it lasted. the gild 
krismus party with the gilded krismus tree with awl those 
lites and them krazy presents and the folks playing and the 
singing what scared our younguns neerly to deth but it wuz 
good, raohel sed as how she wuz inspired and when sumbody 
inspires rachel they got to bee super colossial tremen jus 
and then sum. deen bode played on the piano sum klassikais 
and then everybody awl sa'ng them carrels and they awl got 
ther silly presents and laffed. rachel and me wer 
out uv the old oven door hoping as how they wood get tired 
out uv singing pritty soon and start for to eat them good 
sandrldges and kookies what they brot sos we cud start for 
to get the krums, but no luck. 

art dewy the super swing artist started to play & 
everybody else started swinging ther hands and ther feet & 
then"^swinging uv each other and then f^anciss, eekman with a 
lot uv his bassoprofundio voyse started singing hi 
on the range what started sumthlng. it went 
liz over the oshun awl through to a home onto the 
then everybody got hungry finilly. it wuz ^^en as they et 
and the way as they et — everything in site, but they awl 
dropped krums and that sooted rachel and me line. 

well after aa they' had et sum on them went on home 

^irpLr^raruSliL“n/If?er^^t t^ 

onto the floor. 

say horace sez rachel dont fergit to tell to these 
folks awl,aLut them silly presents and yes deer sez . 

well they went frum sink strainers 2 korn 
2 fals teeth kleeners 2 funny dolls 2 rolling pins 2 skan. 
Lqs etcet inkluding 2 clgarets and a ^^r stamp. 

a Lrgeret makulla as got the P^^^®/^,^,"^Skkr aM painted 
present witch wuz a kane made outen sum yukka, ana paint. 

up like a stick uv pepermint kandy. 

and so folks this is horace sighning 
and if 1945 aint no better then dont wake me up outen uv y 
hibernashun, caws 1 wunt like it. 
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•"COCONUT island'* Rot>ert E. Thomas 


Everything Is going fine here. There are many in¬ 
conveniences to put up with, but' that was to be expected. 
The Government manages to feed us well enough so that we do 
not lose weight, and everyone is hungry comes time for the 
next meal. Sometimes we have two eggs for breakfast. 


So far, I have seen little of the wild country one 
expects to see about New Guinea; but then, some of the boys 
have had forced landings, only ten minutes flying pom the 
field, and it required three days for them to get back. 
There are a good many natives around, all. seeming mpe or 
less civilized. I have seen a few wallabies, a small kind 
of kangaroo. I am really not so dissatisfied here, bu 
would be good to have a "sack" with real and ^ 

tress on which to flop at the'end of ono 
days. We have a movie on Monday, Wednesday and plday _ 
ings, our touch with the outside. It is winter hep now bu 
you would never know it except that the sun goes 
and r? getrdark so soon. The numerous birds pppd hep 

make the biggest change from any aing Ld 

been on. Business goes on as usual, but the birds S 
Ste? all day long. There is one an umpally loud 

parrot-like squawk, but I haven’t been able yet to get 
good look at itc 

I have begun to understand what the peopp p the 
Q, ji ) no through in the summertime, Considering^it 
frwln“;?'h;ref ifSld So oo.paraWe - fumldlty and 

how: The heat seems not too bad, but everyplng 

IZvness. ■ YOU can take a nice long shower and putpn clean 
clothes, and in half an hour you’re sticky and spaty agap 
in the same places. But then, you have only tSp Jne next to 

S!:Lfd°u?rwSfiaf 

and''thrnL?e3t®oitsidrii|hri3''arsome those 

waiting table - only about steps away, but during^those 

:i?h pSrspl?aUon. Weri?’why®Sot take them off and be cool 
about it? Exactly what I do, . . 

At the moment 1 am reminded of 
mentioned before - the New dulnea erud. Of Its many va 
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forms, I have one of the minor ones. The stuff I have, at 
any rate, can be traced directly to the lowly caterpillar, 

A certain species crawls around on a person ® 

ing some kind of poison that acts suspicious y ^ ^p,p,a 

ivy. I have a very mild case, around my wrists, out it does 

itch for all that. 

The rainy season has finally set in now. The 
.‘pours down all night long and the sun comes out ^ ^ 
dry it up during the day. I’m getting very 
with New Guinea mud, A couple of days ago I took _ 

!trip on official business. We ferried some ships f 
place to another, not much of a hop, but it ga/e ^ mu-h 

idea of the New Guinea jungles. I assure you 
more extensive than I had originally ^“‘^Sined. Ac the r y 
season advances, there are dally f.^"^htly ra.in3 

.with dust between times, if you offj it. really 

Oklahoms. doesn’t have a thing on this plact-, Y ^ exc^‘Pt 
go down one of these dirt roads 

the taxlways and strips - after a niglit of , 

dust for a hundred yards and then run into 
and a half deep. I love the cool patter of rain oi 
roof.,, though. And the sun comes out in the day to o y 
know he is still there. 

' This.soil and moisture, if it were only in the old 

U.3.A., would make ,a farmer proud. ^^'^°f^Tv^taken o''re of 
vegetable grows here in abundance J would make 

and .watched. And this grass . bad live 

wonderlul feed. The Insects and ^ ®.^rows old 

stock country he.re, hovvever. 3ut this p;rass) a 


’S.op'in’^'threrweks above^knlf hS’^xt^ ThatTls only around 

the camp, where it is ®?’^®^^^^^j 3 ^^g 5 iows^that the^'esuato'r is 
• the jungles, who knows; It all sho.vs rnur . 

quite close, 

^ Well since I began these letters, I have been on 

the move again and am no ®J'^ooSal island* with 

squadron if-"really swell here. Everything, 
several other outfits. It is r.a y . itself is only 

is quite compact-.but comfortc.blw miles Gong. Grig- 

5/3 Of a mile^wide. is much sand now Ind what 

inally a coral + /^.^t-ition So far, on my. 

isGeft of a beautiful coconut g{,,, Lae, Finohhav-- 

training missions, rhav|^oeer ove ^^by flying 

en and Wotje. I mav etet plenty long, but 

erf most. These..ton hoxxp missions m y g^t 

there" is always an extra, eng_ . isifturally, one is depend- 
yourself "in the ship to care for. Naturally, 
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ent on the others in a mission, and they are dependent upon 
you; but it is not like handling a bomber with fifteen crew 
members aboard under your responsibility. 

Our little island is very active,' and we are get¬ 
ting plenty of flying now and learning new things each day, 
I have several missions now to my credit. There is a rout¬ 
ine about the life here that sets in to make it Just anoth¬ 
er Job, We go to bed about ten or eleven and sleep late and 
usually have a leisurely breakfast -- that is, unless some¬ 
one comes around about four thirty in the morning to rudely 
awaken one with the information that he is to fly the dawn 
patrol. 


The weather is so much better here than it was on 
New Guinea, We get one or two rains a day at least* They 
cool things off and leave a fresh feeling. And there is no 
mud, the one Joy of living on a coral reef. Water cannot 
stand on such a porous surface, either, so things are dry 
most of the time. The lukewarm ocean out by the edge of the 
coral reef offers some refuge from the at times unbearable 
humidity. We get a lot of fun out of paddling around in the 
clear salt. It is Just as salty as any other ocean I have 
ever been in, but is muoh clearer and prettier* If I e 
an artist, I should like so very much to paint some 
tropical scenery here and the beautiful under-water colors 
of the coral reef. An occasional marvelous sunset catches 
me unaware, and the power of its beauty takes my mind from 
the little material problems at hand; or an extra 
rain squall will come pouring down, making it 
close shop and run for shelter. All these take up and fi 1 
in the distant background. I haven’t made my as 

yet, but one of these days I shall be peering into the 

world under the sea. 

Speaking of making things, it is odd to find how 

much more Interest there is in a fellow f"^^n'^Se 
talent in any direction. Since I have 

building of my little engine, for who 

some show of progress, there are a lot more ^ 

know that there is a guy around been a 

iodS “eSsfaSf own the Une to 

borrow tools from them without so much as a .'"® 

Se johs are -^^eady looking up. Any worh the boys of 

outfit want done, they bring to the 67th traix 
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shop and Thomas does his stuff* It looks as if I can keep 
busy for a long time. As you can guess, I'm doing a lot of 
what I like to do and very little of the converse; I'm a 
pretty happy boy* Oh, of course, now and then on a mission 
when the brown devils • throw up some of that black stuff 
that comes and goes in puffs; but the rest of the time is 
my own* The other day I spent' a goodly- while on a gun bar¬ 
rel for a 25 automatic for a fellow. No rifling, just a 
straight bore, but it does work* Not so long ago, too, I 
made us some homemade furniture for our shack* The table we 
had was a G.I* folding writing Job, all wiggles when you so 
much as looked at it* I decided to make a table that would 
stand up alongside the workbench at home for rigidity* Then 
I needed a chair to go with it, so I made one of those as 
well, a kind of lounge specialty* And just what do we.build 
our furniture from? Well, there are numerous crates with a 
plenty of nails to take out, which means a lot of work be-^ 
fore you ever get started at building* Most of these orates 
are of good old American knotty pine, however, which can be 
worked. The local stuff is almost all hard and as heavy as 
oak which is fine for some things but not for homemade fur- 
niturG. You could almost bGllGVG that I was anothGr Unolo 
Ed from the way I can drive these corkscrewed, rusty nails* 
New nails are all too hard to get* 


Some time ago here we were entertained with one of 
those much publicized "overseas shows*" Set out in the mid¬ 
dle of the coastal hills of the mainland, rather on a slope 
by the sea, the traveling stage was arranged with mikes and 
bandstand* The entertainers were-none other that Jack. Benny 
and Carol Laxadis, with Martha Tilton and the world s great¬ 
est ha.rmoni-?.a player. They all put on- a crack per ..orroance* 
Benny may seem a ham, with grey hair, violin and a clgax, 
but that guy made us all laugh - no flies on him whatever. 
Ma'^^tha gave the boys that homesick feeling witn he.r » 

“uoh Lf"You mad/me lov* ypu," "Don t Set around much any 
more" and others of the like,^ Carol Landis displayed her 
gorgeous voice and figure in a few jokes and seme jitte 
bugging (with. sevtiral local •• All of it. was a 

on the^rough side, but was much enjpyed by everyone, in¬ 
cluding the Aussles* . ‘ 

Spbaking of Aussies,' ■ you ought to ^Lose fel¬ 

lows drive* It's a wonder more, of them aren t killed, y. 
would think. In my first; ride with them in a, ^ 

thought the driver was crazy, cutting corners and .0 *^.g , g 

to the left side bf the. road.. Then I discovered that r-,hPW 
everyone drives Out here on this end of the 
I'll have to learn to hitch-hike all oyer 
standing on the ri'ght and thumbing to the right, P 

ceedure is just the reverse here. 
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ON THE CULTURE OF MUSHROOMS 


There is probably nothing of which my wife and I 
are not so overly fond as mushrooms. In normal times, al¬ 
though we could ignore them nicely if we tried, we eat them 
very occasionally broiled, stewed, or fricassed with ’scram¬ 
bled eggs and green peppers, and we like them as a sauce to 
garnish up a thick steak, especially the steak part of the 
garnishment when well done in the center and rare on both 
sides. But these are not normal times, as, lest we forget, 
the radio commentators take pains to remind us hourly every 
day. When the times are singing smoothly along the levels 
of normalcy, luxuries are very cheap, and who wants them? 
But when the times are out of tune, as they are, necessi¬ 
ties become very scarce. Of such are mushrooms. 

When the O.P.A, suddenly declared mushrooms to be 
cheap luxuries and chased them off the market until you 
couldn’t get even a seven-ounce can of them for love and 
sixty-seven cents, it was suddenly revealed to me that they 
had become scarce necessities to my diet, and I said so, 

’’And what are you going to do about it?" asked the 
little wife. 


"I intend to raise my own," I said very firmly. 

At this she started to give me the laugh until I 
happily reminded her that, as a young schoolboy in some 
long bygone age, I hadn’t spent one of my summer vacations 
on a New England farm altogether for nothing, 

"Did you raise mushrooms on the farm?" she asked, 
as I knew she would, 

"No," I said; "but I raised cabbages; and you have 
to admit that cabbages look a lot like . 

they're a little bigger." I had her there, ® 

so she quickly subsided like a deflated ceiling price tha 
is reduced from two digits to one« 

Having thus staunchly made 
into the yard to see where it might be 

mushrooms'^and, after comparing one likely 4 

another, decided that a very promising quarter acre of gne 
devil grass might very well be sacrificed, the “O'"® 
since 1 couldn^t remember ever having planted ^ 

IhTkrat place. This much concluded, I then hurried off to 
the seed store to order my mushroom seed. 
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"No cigarettesi" snapped the seed salesman before 
ever I had opened my mouth, "Sale or no sale," 


Upon my assuring him, however, after some five 
minutes argument, that I was really there for a bona fide 
purchase of seeds, mushroom seeds to'-be exact, and under no 
camouflage,’ he subsided a little from his defensive tac¬ 
tics. "Oh," said he, "Of course you mean spawn. For some 
very -silly reason he kept Insisting that mushroom seeds are 
"spawn," "It'll take a little time, you know. Nothing fresh 
on hand, you know. How much will you be wanting? 

Well, I was thinking of that quarter acre; and, 
mentally discounting about fifty per cent for the seed that 
woul^d likely never oome up and eliminating probable losses 
to sow bugs, pill bugs, cutworms, boll weevils, red spider, 
black scale, red scale and cottony scale, I figured abouo a 
five per cent yield, "About five pounds, I gues.s., J sa^-d. 
One pound to each per cent, I concluded, was about righ... 


of spawn 
ounce." 


"Are you a wholesaler?" he asked, 

"No," I replied; "just making a modest start," 

"HumI And have you any idea how much five pounds 
will be? it'll be a hundred-pound sack if it s an 
And he brought out to show me some stale mushroom 
seeds he had; and you could have knocked me over with roui- 
ing at all if, up to that moment, I had ever suspected tn.-t 
a mushroom seed looks like an asbestos brick, ■■ ■ . 

"Five pounds," I insisted.' I hadn' t had_ some real: 
experience with some odd looking cabbage seed pnee upon a 
time without learning a few things, 

"It'll take a little time, you know," he repeated 
as though I hadn't heard him', the ' first time, , 

in the meantime, he advised me to go home and make 
mv bed a rather odd and uncalled foi* bit ci .mper .in^n^ 

I thought, until he explained that "the 

known as the Agaricus campestris or common mushroom ®as^ 
generally be grown and coddled in what is ^nown a ^ 

00 ^" p^efeiltly In some »arm cellar .V'^A^^around, for It 

seema that. In spite of its high aS?? Then-rtth 

modest vegetable that likes to shine in 
a dramatic suddenness; he placed bo oh ° ^ 

the counter, leaned forward and, witn ®y®f gg^n^ush- 

though imparting a secret. So you re g g^ a 

rooms 


f ft 


but in such a deep manner as led me to feel ior 


1 
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fleeting second that he rather doubted it and that perhaps 
there might be no truth to the rumor, After that, he seemed 
to lose all further interest in the matter for some strange 
reason; so, I decided to go home and follow his advice. 

Now, I have always said that if ever I were to be¬ 
come a farmer, or a gardener either for that matter, I cer¬ 
tainly would choose to be a "book farmer, who tills the 
soil with an encyclopedia, rather than one of those illi- 
erate yokels who never get anything out of. the 
bumper crops. Naturally then, the next thing I did was Jo 
dig out my copy of "The Practical Handyman, or The House¬ 
hold Retriever, a Popular Compendium of Odd 
Strange Facts," to find out how best to make my bed. 

?Sing through a goodly portion of its J 

upon an article entitled, "How to J 

appeared apropos inasmuch as there is little difference, I 
take it, between warm and hot except in degree. 

"In view of the present scarcity of the oldjash- 
loned warming pan," the text began, "one is 
the more modern electric pad or the hot-wjer 
Inc Of course, the rubber shortage permits. Otherwise, a 
fSw’Mason Jars, filled from the steaming 

excellent substitutes slipped Judiciously into ^ 

Ipots between the sheets. Be Jer yet Joven 

bricks or several sacks of rock salt well baked in the oven 

in aLance. These latter objejs have J^^^^^^pJ^rheaf- 
of belnK fairly unbreakable should one land his spi 

wSn tSem When leaping under covers In the dark. Then, 
of^oSrse, there are other methods taking off the chill, 
such as going to bed in overcoat and hip boots, Sleeping 
loS or ff?e together, or lighting ^f»tler under the had. 

S?rS?o?LrhrP^ts,"1LiL?^ronfhe immune to ^ 

;r?f?Lnd^thTn ^tSf ?a^?h?Sl“rol t e ^at may 

irtrarsJno\“ 

impress as a pet for the^occasion, hand and is thor- 

the case may be, provided one such be at 
oughly domestic, or, in emergency .... 

ThP further I delved into this article the J 

felt somehow that It was ^°t altogether to the 

^^:^tlc^fsm:;;i rpa? e a .|y^i»P--ton.^from 

something the salesman had let fall^^^that^^^ 

are seldom used on a hjbed, + e « rather common fail- 

information was probably out of date, a rax,nei- ^ 
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ing with these scientific books since new methods are con¬ 
stantly being devised. It seemed best under the circumstan¬ 
ces to forget about book farming and return gracefully to 
dirt farming, at .least until the book farmer could catch up 
with me. 

I went down into the basement to see Just how much 
dirt I could count upon there, and I was not disappointed 
in finding plenty. In fact, at first, it didn’t look as if 
I could squeeze a cigar box into the space available, to 
say nothing of a hotbed. Upon making a sustained onslaught, 
however, upon this detritus of the decades, in the course 
of the day I was enabled to reach the ancient floor level, 
and at length discovered that I had excavated a subterran¬ 
ean chamber of whose existence I had always been in com¬ 
plete ignorance and whose original contents, 3n faithful 
detail,- revealed a true cross section . of American history 
from the cast-off toys of my grandchildren at the too, down 
layer after layer through the generations, to my gr'andmoth¬ 
er’s bustle and hoops near the bottom, and. Just above the 
Indian arrowheads and artifacts, my great-great-grandfath¬ 
er's three-cornered hat,‘ lying in the dusty patina of the 
tarnish of age, 

I- was still examining these curious finds when my 
next-door neighbor, having been much attracted by the great 
clouds of dust billowing out the basement door, came run¬ 
ning over rather hoping, I thought, to find my house afire, 
"What’s up?" he shouted through the haze. 

So I led him quietly’inside.and showed him, not so 
much what I was -up to as what I had gotten down to, 

"Boyl" he exclaimed,’ "You could start up a museum 
with all this stuff," , . 

And that’s how I came to go into the antique bus¬ 
iness; but, of course, that’s another story, as they say. 

Oh,- yesl Whatever became of my mushrooms'?- Well, I 
was going ahead with them all right until, all of a sudden, 
I was stymied. It seems that the little wife, upon making 
some innocent Inquiries of the florist, quite by aoc3cent 
of course, learned much more,about "the propagazicn of the 
edible fungi'' in five minutes than I had supposed e'^’^er was 
knov'n. Among other things, ‘I later gathered, she founc. out 
that the main Ingredients of a hotbed are■frequenuiy of 
such a malodorous nature, especially when their fume«3 are 
wafted through the house from an oyer-heated furnace room) 
as to consort but little with tVie fastidious' nose, ■ You 11 



12 


HIGH LIGHTS 


/ 

build no smelly hotbed around here," she calmly Informed 
me; so, I'm still . eating my mushrooms out of cans. And 
maybe it's Just as well, too, because, after a matter of 
months, the seed salesman is still "taking a little time" 
with those seeds. 


GUILD MEETINGS 


The next meeting of the Guild is to be held at the 
regular place, 28 Windsor Lane, on Friday evening, January 
5, when Mr, F. W, Van West of Sierra Madre will talk on the 
art of the restoration of old masterpieces and the per¬ 
iods of painting. He will illustrate his talk with slides 
showing the variuos processes used in the restoration and 
the identification of paintings. 

Born in 188? in the Dutch East Indies, Mr. Van 
West was in the Transvaal during the Boer liVar, He arrived 
in Holland in 1900 and was graduated from the Leiden Univ¬ 
ersity there in 1907, He then studied the art of the res¬ 
toration of paintings under Professors Bredins and Hofstede 
de Groot. During 1909 he traveled about Europe to different 
musea in connection with his work of rdstoratlon, and then 
returned for a time to Java, Later, he traveled extensively 
throughout Australia, India, China, Japan, New Zealand and 
Hawaii, In 1912 he came eventually to the United States 
where he has since remained, mostly connected with the res¬ 
toration and identification of paintings f-or private col¬ 
lectors and for musea, ^»t present he is engaged in war work, 

it 4S- 4S- * ^ ^ 

The December meeting of the Guild was given over 

to a Christmas party with a Christmas tree and all of the 

trimmings, a party that was very well attended and one that 
provided plenty of fun,, Dean Bode graciously consented to 
play a number of classical pieces, and later, with Francis 
Eakman leading the singing. Art Dewey played some Christmas 
carols and a few popular songs. 

Everyone attending brought a small gift for the 
tree. To Margaret McCullagh went the prize offered for the 
most unique gift brought in. It was a cane made of a bit of 
yucca wood, painted to resemble a stlok of peppermint, candy. 
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